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Negligence 


Author's Notes: 
| havn\'t written anything Motley in ages! | must rectify this! A bit of angst in this one. Nd love to hear what 
you think about it. No-one\'s written much about this period of Motley and there is so much there! 


"He doesn't know who he's hurting." 

That's what Nikki said, when Vince left. He was inconsolable for days. | spent a couple of nights on his couch, 
turning away all the dealers he was calling to the house. Nikki would scream at me, tell me he just wanted to 
disappear. 


But he couldn't disappear. No-body just disappears, even when you want to so bad. 


Things have to go on Albums have to be made, label heads have to be appeased, new lead singers have to be 


hired. 


It was right at the end of the day when the dark haired boy, some friend of Tommy's from an underground 


band called the Scream, came in carrying a guitar. | was so fucking tired, thats what | remember the most, 
we'd been there all fucking day watching skinny blonde boys try and out-Vince each other. My back was killing 


me and Emi had been calling every fifteen minutes to screech at me about being late. 


Nikki looked tired too, | knew he was drinking again. It's a little sad when all your closest friends can say about 
you is: Well, at least it isn't heroin. Tommy was just being Tommy, he doesn't ever get tired or age. Like 


fucking Peter Pan, he is. 


Then this dark haired kid walked in, holding a fucking guitar. | was shocked cause, quite frankly, all the other 
boys who tried out would have had trouble with fourth grade English, let alone playing an instrument. 


"Hey, I'm John." 
"Hey John," Nikki sighed, "What you got for us?" 
"Well, this is a little something I've been working on." 


Then that kid started playing that guitar. And fuck, he could fucking play too. It wasn't much yet, just a riff 
which needed a bit of work really, but shit! He'd just provided more input in under a minute than Vince had in II 


years! 
That's when | knew, this was the guy. 
And fuck, he fucking was! 


Maybe it was the fact that he was a guitarist first and a singer second but John and | got really close real 
fast. | don't think Tommy really noticed, he was always having too much fun to notice anything that wasn't 
happening right under his nose. Nikki noticed though, he's canny that one. Not that | cared what he thought, we 


were finally making some decent music, finally really going places as musicians! 
M g y realy going p 


Of course Emi fucking noticed. The bitch was always there, poking her nose in on us in my studio, yelling at me 
every thirty seconds through the intercom. God, | should have known she was trouble the moment | laid eyes 
on that girl. The marriage was a complete mistake, | knew that about a week after the wedding when | found 
her in the closet with her tennis instructor. 


| knew she was jealous. See, in Emits twisted world she could cheat as much as she wanted but if | even got a 
good friend.nope, nu-uh, game over. She tried to punish me, flirted with John as much as she could short of 
actually having sex with him in front of me. Poor John, he was so embarrassed, not to mention completely 


uninterested. 


| have to admit | was a little worried at first, Emi just had this way with men, | mean.she got me to marry 


her didn't she. 


But when John's lips brushed nervously against mine that night, when his fingertips found my hip and rested 
there so lightly, one brushing against the skin, | knew | didn't have anything to worry about. 


And when she left..shit! | barely even felt bad. | didn't love her, not anymore at least, and me and John didn't 
have to sneak around anymore with her gone. Now, we could be together, now we could focus on the music we 


were making! 


It was amazing! | still love that album to this day. Everything just clicked on that one, my playing, Tommy's 


drums, Nikki's lyrics, John's singing. It was like we had a new, extra dimension to our music! 


But there's something about the music buying public, they just don't know a good thing when they hear it. The 
album was a flop, commercially, critically, even the fans hated it. The tour was a disaster, Nikki and Tommy 
put their own money into it to keep it going. John didn't have anything to give and the divorce lawyers had 


everything of mine tied up in the courts so neither of us could contribute. 


But that was alright, | knew when we got rid of Vince things would be hard for a while. We just had to tough it 
out for a while and eventually the fans would come around. | knew we should take some time off, lick our 
wounds. | had plans for this holiday | wanted to take John on, once that fucking divorce was finalised, an island 


somewhere nice and hot where we could relax. 


But Nikki couldn't take the hit, he could never handle rejection that one. He insisted on starting the new album 
right away, got rid of Bob Rock and hired this new producer, one of Bob's mixing engineers, Scott Humphry. | 


could tell he and | would have problems. 


And there were, not just from fucking Scott and his ‘Mick's a relic, don't listen to him’ bullshit but Electra was 
starting to get their panties in a knot. You see, right after Feelgood they signed us for another six albums, 
thought they'd make a mint. Now their investment was looking a little shaky and they were looking for any 


reason to drop us. 


We were old news, our time was past and Electra's ‘heavy music division’ was now focussed on the only band 
that was making them money at the time, a bunch of snots called Metallica. Fuck, | remember them when they 
couldn't pay people to see their shows, now they were calling all the shots. It's funny how these things turn 


out. 


Anyway, they started grumbling about funding the new album, saying they'd only pay for it if Vince came back. 
Nikki screamed and threw a fit, said the only way he'd see ‘that shit eating bastard’ again was if they were 
both dead. 


"Just meet with him," they said, "That's all you have to do, is meet with him." 
| held John so tight that night, as if | knew our time together was running out. He didn’t know anything, not yet. 


| still had some hope though, Nikki would never let Vince back into the band, not after how bad he hurt him, 
Nikki didn't forgive anything. 


That first meeting though, | knew. Nikki didn't forgive anything, except Vince. 


You should have seen them. It was almost laughable. Vince was so fucking fat, his skin was yellow from the 
booze. | knew he's lost a kid recently, there was so much pain in his face. He wasn't the pretty blonde boy we 


used to know. He'd changed so much. 

Nikki didn't see it, though. To Nikki, Vince was still this blonde angel, the only person he'd ever loved apart from 
himself. When Nikki stepped in the room, saw Vince for the first time, his eyes just came alight, he reached 
out and stroked his fingers down Vince's plump cheek. Vince let him do it, he wanted back in too. 


| tried to convince Nikki to keep John on as my rhythm player but he wasn't interested. 


"You never needed a rhythm player before," he snapped over the phone, | could hear Vince giggling in the 
background, already moved back in, right where he belonged, "Besides, we can't afford to keep him on" 


| didn't cry when we told John it was over. Tommy did though, poor kid. He's so sensitive. John didn't cry 
either, he's stronger than that. That's one of the things | love about him. 


Nikki didn't seem to fucking care, which really was what hurt the most. He had his fucking way, he had the 
label paying for this fucking album, he had his boy back under his roof, he had everything he fucking wanted. 
That's the thing about Nikki.. 


He never knows who he's hurting. 


